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Mn. ~ MACREADY 
AND 
THE DISPATCH. 


It appears that we were somewhat 
over-confident last week when we al- 
luded to a cessation in the attacks 
upon Mr. Macready, and expressed 
a belief that we should not have fur- 
ther occasion to comment upon the 
controversy. The creature of The 
Dispatch“ is at his dirty work again.’ 

It would seem the hand of Justice 
is now grasping the viper, and in his 
smarting throes he writhes and foams, 
and spits his venom in all directions ; 
even our humble efforts to lay bare 
the animus which has guided the 
assassins of character have not escap- 
ed the wrath of the Dispatch ; but, 
for want of new grounds of attack, 
we are merely charged, though grave- 
ly enough, with being the organ of 
Mr. Macready’s retaliatory compli- 
ments ; Mr. Macready, as the public 





well Sein has too lofty a mind to 
court the advocacy of any periodical 
writer; in the hands of honourable 
and impartial critics he can safely 
and advantageously leave his efforts 
to be fairly estimated, vituperation 
of disappointed hirelings, of public 
calumniators and slanderers, there 
is the strong arm of law to ’ defend 
him. And to this resource Mr. Mac- 
ready has at length been driven, 
“Hinc ille lachryme,” hence the 
new tears of a crocodile. We are 
not amongst those who generally re- 
joice at information against the press, 
for we duly appreciate its importance 
as an engine of discussion, but there 
is a limit to criticism upon individu- 
al character; and when that limit is 
overstepped it is for the interest of 
the press itself, to save it from de- 
gradation and preserve its wholesome 
influence, as well as due to the party 
defamed, that the offender should be 
brought to justice. The attacks in 
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the Dispatch have been of the coars- 
est and most malignant description, 
founded—not upon fair and legiti- 
mate grounds, but upon private 
pique, which has involved the writer 
in all kinds of contradiction and 
closed his dull eyes against every- 
thing that savoured in the least of 
unassailable merit ; indeed, so far is 
the disgraceful prejudice carried, 
that scarcely a person connected with 
Mr. Macready escapes vituperation, 
and in last week’s publication even 
his domestic hearth was invaded and 
his amiable lady subjected to gross 
and cowardly insinuations. Will 
any reasoning person say that this 
degrading prostitution of the press 
should not be checked? that it should 
not be brought before the bar of jus- 
tice and treated as would be the 
slanderer of any private individual ? 
It may be argued that the motives of 
the editor of the Dispatch are well 
understood, that no one would be 
guided by him in matters theatrical, 
and that, consequently, Mr. Mac- 
ready can never suffer in character 
by any thing that paper may say of 
him, True, but as the end of pun- 
ishment is declared to be example, 
and as the most flagrant offenders are 
chosen for the heaviest punishment, 
the greater will be the merit due to 
Mr. Macready for persevering in an 
endeavour to show that the foul 
slanderers of the press are as amen- 
able to the laws in their public capa- 
city, as they are in their private. In 
many respects we look upon the Dis- 
patch asa talented and well-conduct- 
ed paper, but we regard its perse- 
vering abuse of Mr. Macready and 
his efforts in the cause of the drama, 
as a despicable stain in its manage- 
ment and one that calls for repudia- 
tion in the strongest possible terms. 





DRURY LANE. 


Monday.—Gisippus, and No Song no 
Supper. 

Tuesday.—Acis and Galatea, Prisoner 
of War, and The Windmill. 





Wednesday.—Gisippus, and No Song no 
Supper. 
Thursday.—Acis and Galatea, Prisoner 
of War, and Windmill. 
Friday.—Gisippus, and Poor Soldier. 
Saturday,—Acis and Galatea, Prisoner of 
War, and Windmill, 
A posthumous work is always a me- 
lancholy thing to reflect on, conjur- 
ing up, as it must, recollections of 
the dead; who may perhaps have 
struggled with an arduous fate, who 
may have had the aspirings of geni- 
us blighted by the cold hand of ad- 
versity, who may have sunk into the 
grave in the flower of their youth, 
neglected and unknown. How 
many, now mouldering in the grave, 
might have become (had some friend- 
ly hand supported them) adornments 
to our literature, and benefactors of 
the human race? Alas! that it should 
be so, but whilst the world revolves, 
and the sun traverses his daily round, 
so surely will hearts be crushed, and 
fond affections, and aspiring hopes, 
be levelled with the dust. We have 
been led into these remarks by the 
fate of the author of this play, and 
its recent brilliant success; a suc- 
cess, it is true, that falls dead upon 
his ear; better that he had been with 
us to have been warmed by its tri- 
umph, than to have had a gleam of 
sunshine cast upon his onl. This 
play was written twenty years ago, 
when its author had hardly attained 
that age; some time since his friends 
showed the M.S to Mr. Charles 
Kean, who returned the following 
curious answer; “‘ I acknowledge its 
great poetical beauties, but should 
be sorry to intoduce it on the stage ;” 
an answer quite worthy of this 
unintellectual actor. From its doom 
of neglect and rejection by others, 
it has been rescued by the genius and 
appreciation of Mr. Macready. 

n its production with all the most 
beautiful and grand appliances of 
scenic art, he has done a generous 
and noble work, embalming the fame 
of the neglected poet, and enriching 
the drama of our country. The au- 
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thor is said to have destroyed three 
other dramas, for which the sordid 
and vulgar management of the day 
gave no hope of representation, and 
to have designed the destruction of 
this also; a better time has arrived, 
though too late to heal his pangs of 
‘* hope deferred”’ or atone for his dis- 
appointments, but not too late for 
other aspirants, if the public do their 
duty by the noble efforts now mak- 
ing at Drury Lane. We cannot know 
how far his own fate might be fore- 
shadowed in some of the feelings of 
Gisippus; if so, the triumph of this 
play is its own happy catastrophe to 
those who survive, to cherish and 
represent his memory; we might 
quote in the present instance, most 
happily, his own motto (from Shak- 
speare) appended to his play ; in the 
first place, to the public who have 
received delight and instruction from 
his work, and lastly to his more im- 
mediate friends and kindred : 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
= sting is not so sharp 
s friend remember’d not. 

Mr. Macready by his personation 
of Gisippus, has added another to 
that long list of characters, which 
when once seen, are ever after to be 
remembered, to be treasured up as 
household things, to be pondered 
on as intellectual achievements, tend- 
ing to make us see the godlike attri- 
butes of virtue, and the repulsive 
nature of vice. The character of 
Gisippus is one of very great variety, 
and innumerable changes of emo- 
tions. In the opening the gay and 
joyous Athenian, loving, with inten- 
sity, the fair Sophronia, his tottering 
suspicions, his noble resolve, his 
building the happiness of others from 
out the wreck of his own heart; his 
agony when pressed by creditors, his 
misery when sold as a slave, his cup 
of bitterness overflowing when re- 
cognised by his friends he stands an 
outcast in the streets of Rome, struck 


by the hand of menial for obstruct-_ 


ing his friend’s path, his resolve to 
seek death whenever and wherever it 
presents itself; his standing a sup- 
_— criminal at the scaffold’s foot, 
is death only prevented by his for- 
mer friend’s recognition of him, and 
his final self-devotion, when, at the 
solicitation of her who had been his 
thought by day and his dream b 
night, he throws himself on the ae | 
of him who-had wronged him, with 
a burst of fresh affection, form, in 
themselves, a various and noble pic- 
ture. We have not space to enume- 
rate the manifold beauties of Mr. 
Macready’s performance, but shall 
content ourselves with noticing a few 
of them. One scene that particular- 
ly struck us, was when having join- 
ed the lovers’ hands, and whilst the 
marriage strain is sounding in his 
ears, he takes the crown of roses 
from his brow, and gazing on it, with 
eloquentmournfulness, drops itin the 
dust, overcome by powerful and un- 
controulable grief; this formed, we 
think, one of the most beautiful and 
classical features in the whole play. 
The conflicting emotions and bit- 
terness of heart, vainly endeavoured 
to be concealed by a feigned joy, 
when relinquishing his betrothed to 
another, were pourtrayed with con- 
summate skill. The picture formed 
by him when discovered among the 
graves, was grand in its simplicity, 
and affecting in its truth, But the 
climax of all was attained in the 
concluding scene ; his bearing when 
confronting Fulvius, was noble and 
grand in the extreme. How much 
more dignified and proud in the con- 
sciousness of right seemed the man 
of rags, than the man of purple. 
His speech when he discovers the 
approach of Sophronia, we feel un- 
able by words to do justice to, no- 
thing short of a poet’s hand could 
give the remotest idea of its subdued 
yet intense, of its mournful yet elo- 
uent pathos, as at the approach of 
the sun, winter and its sternness dis- 





appear, and the rivers glide again 
into their usual course, so at her ap- 
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proach his heart melted his feelings, 
frozen through long years by his 
friend’s ingratitude, again returned 
into their former channels, virtue 
reasserted her sway, emotions too 
strong for words rise up, and fetter- 
ed his utterance, and when clasped 
in the arms of Fulvius, led then by 
Sophronia’s hand, a picture was 
formed, which it may be possible to 
equal, but impossible to surpass. 

The Greek and Roman scenery was 
superb. The principal buildings of 
ancient Athens, the Pantheon, the 
Temple of the Winds, the Areopagus, 
the gardens of Academus, were pre- 
sented, some from different points of 
view beneath a deep blue sky; a 
Greek apartment glittered with the 
gorgeousness of Pompeii; a Roman 
cemetery slumbered under a dark 
grey heaven, through which count- 
less stars were shining. Nor was 
this all—the artistical arrangement 
of the decorative part, had been made 
to bear most skilfully on the drama- 
tic interest, 

The desolate condition of Gisip- 
a was greatly heightened by placing 

im among the tombs; there was a 
tranquil misery in the whole scene; 
the effect of Macready’s figure reclin- 
ing on a sepulchre was that of the 
symbol of inanity of human happi- 
ness; and it was most judiciously 
contrived that after Gisippus had re- 
signed Sophronia, the air (from one 
of Beethoven's fantasias) should be 
heard in the distance, as a contrast 
to his situation, Common justice 
requires that we should pay the just 
meed of applause to every performer 
in this play, all acquitted themselves 
in excellent. style, particularly Miss 
Helen Faucit, Mr. Anderson, Mr. 
Graham, Mr, Hudson, and Mr. G. 
Bennett, this last gentleman’s mak- 
ing up for the character, as well as 
acting was perfect. 

Thus, having in a former number 
attempted to do justice to the above 
named production, we are enabled to 
offer a few words upon one of the 
minor pieces now playing here, and 





which, hitherto, we have not had 
space to notice ; we mean the opera- 
tic farce of the Poor Soldier. The 
intrinsic merit of this musical mor- 
ceau is sufficiently tested by its long- 
standing popularity ; but as now act- 
ed, it demands additional claims to 
the public approbation, it is thus 
cast;—Fitzroy, Mr. H. Phillips; Der- 
mot, Mr. Allen; Patrick, Miss P. 
Horton; Darby, Mr. Keeley; Baga- 
telle, Mr. M. Barnett; Father Luke, 
Mr. H. Hall; Norah, Miss Poole; 
and Kathleen, Mrs. Keeley. The 
Patrick of Miss P. Horton is pre-emi- 
nently entitled to notice; it 1s one of 
those arch and sprightly efforts of 
real comedy intermixed with vocal 
genius, in which this charming act- 
ress has of late so happily signalized 
herself; and though she has already 
earned a fame which will outlive 
many of her cotemporary’s, the im- 
personation of the Poor Soldier will 
add another, and no mean indication, 
whereby to remember her dramatic 
achievements. Miss Poole as Norah 
is chaste and pleasing, and sings 
with exquisite grace, nor less entitled 
to admiration is the Dermot of Mr. 
Allen, who is evidently a valuable 
acquisition to the operatic corps of 
the establishment. Of the Captain 
Fitzroy of Mr. H. Phillips, we need 
only say that the songs remind us of 
his palmy days, and that the buoyant 
and spirited manner in which he plays 
the character, augurs well of a good 
understanding with the management. 

The farcical part of the burletta is 
powerfully sustained by Mr and Mrs 
Keeley,* Morris Bennett, and Father 
Luke. Keeley is decidedly the best 
Darby we have seen, for throughout 
his appearance on the stage he keeps 
the audience convulsed with laugh- 
ter. The revival is a highly credit- 
able one in every respect, 





COVENT GARDEN. 


Monday.—Bubbles of the Day, and Co- 
mus. 


Tuesday.—Norma, and Comus, 
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Wednesday.—Bubbles of the Day, and 
Comus. 

Thursday.—Norma, and Comus. 

Friday—Bubbles of the Day, and Comus. 

Saturday.— Marriage of Figaro, and Uo- 
mus. 


Comus, as produced at this theatre, 
is avery splendid affair, and, consi- 
dered as a spectacle, one of the 
brightest and most tasteful produc- 
tions that has been seen for some 
time; but as an operatic entertain- 
ment, as a medium for introducing 
the vocal strength of the company, 
it is perhaps not so successful. The 
music is somewhat heavy, and there 
being no story, no interest, no cha- 
racter to excite sympathy, it occa- 
sionally flags. It would have been 
better to have condensed the Masque 
into one act, and not allow the at- 
tention to be diverted from the fan- 
ciful scenery and spirited groupings 
of the first few scenes. With the 
exception of Madame Vestris’s beau- 
tiful impersonation of Euphroysne, 
and the gorgeous final scene, there 
is nothing striking in the second act. 
Milton’s masque of Comus was first 
written in 163 

Dr. Dalton in 1738 with Arne’s mu- 
sic, which has remained to this day. 
Since that period Comus has been 
frequently repeated in an operatic 
shape, but never with any great suc- 
cess, and it remained with the pre- 
sent management to overcome the 
difficulties of arranging a beautiful 
poem for the closet as an attractive 
ornament for the stage, to invest it 
with character, with life, and ani- 
mation, and to bring to the mind's 
eye some of the exuberant fancies 
of the poet. Public approbation 
stamps its success and rewards the 
taste, skill, and profound judgment 
that have been exercised in its pro- 
duction, The scenery is very beau- 
tiful, especially the opening scene of 
a deep glade in a forest, tinged by 
the rays of the setting sun, with its 
joyous troops of Bacchanals rioting 
in noisy mirth in its deep recesses. 
The management of the various 
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tints by means of colored lamps, is 
not so effective as we could wish; 
the waterfall down which two syrens 
float, now immersed in the flood, 
now gliding and balancing like water 
lillies on the sparkling stream, is 
also a charming picture and may be 
considered a chef d’ceuvre of me- 
chanical skill. The choruses (a 
crowd in number,) are admirably 
trained, not only in their joyous 
bursts but in their subdued tones, 
The groups are striking and convey 
the most perfect idea of Bacchanalian 
revelling. Madame VeStris, as the 
leader of the boisterous and riotous 
troop, offers a beautiful picture for 
the artist. It is quite evident that 
her good taste has presided over and 
influenced the different artistes of 
the establishment. 

Elena Uberti has at length been 
withdrawn, much to our satisfaction. 
It is quite evident that Miss Kem- 
ble’s acting and singing alone could 
have rendered it endurable so long ; 
Norma has been repeated during the 
week to the delight of crowded and 
fashionable audiences, and on Sa- 
turday Mozart’s charming and lively 
opera of The Marriage of Figaro is 
to be produced with the following 
excellent cast :—Susanna, Miss Kem- 
ble; the Countess, Miss Rainforth ; 
Cherubino, Madame Vestris; the 
Count, Mr. Stretton; Figaro, Mr, 
Leffler. We anticipate a rare treat 
indeed from the acknowledged ex- 
cellence of the performers, and we 
shall have an opportunity of testing 
Miss Kemble’s talents in a different 
school of music and in an opposite 
line of characters than what we have 
hitherto been accustomed to. 

The Bubbles of the Day continue 
to be blown off with great effect; 
each bubble is received with shouts 
of laughter. It is an excellent co- 
medy abounding in wit, hitting the 
follies of the day, and now admir- 
ably performed in all its characters. 
Covent Garden closes early in May 
to make room for the German Opera, 
which is to be under the manage 
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ment of Bunn and will include all 
the principal stars of Germany. 





ITALIAN OPERA HOUSE. 


This theatre re-opens on Saturday, 
and the programme announcement 
of the arrangements of the season 
are highly satisfactory. The season 
romises to be one of the most bril- 
iant that has been known for years, 
Mr. Lumley, the present lessee, hav- 
ing secured every available talent on 
the Continent. Besides most of 
the old favorites several new artistes 
will appear in rapid succession. For 
the opera, Madames Grisi, Persiani, 
Poggi Frezzolini, (her first appear- 
ance,) Mademoiselle Molteni; Sig- 
nors Lablache, Mario, F. Lablache, 
Guasco, Poggi, and Ronconi. En- 
gagements for tne Ballet-—Mademoi- 
selles Carlotta Grisi (Madame Per- 
rot), Guy Stephano, and Cerito, are 
the principal stars; to whom are 
added Perrot and other eminent male 
dancers. Signor Guasco is a tenor 
with a voice of extraordinary com- 
= and his taste is superior to any 
iving artist. Ronconi is a splendid 
bass and will replace Tamburini. 
Signor Poggi is also a tenor of great 
excellence. Several new operas will 
be produced and a great many revi- 
vals. The Ballets will be got up on 
a scale of unparalleled magnificence 
and splendor. The first ballet is 
The Giselle, and the next La Fille 
de l’Air, which was produced at 
Drury Lane under Bunn’s manage- 
ment some years ago. 





ADELPHI. 


The mass of vulgarity and absurdi- 
ty, a parody upon Acis and Galatea, 
has been withdrawn, but not until 
it had disgraced for six nights the 
boards of the Adelphi. Why does 
not Mr. Yates subscribe to public 
opinion? a volley of hisses nightly 
proved the good taste of the public. 
The parody upon Norma has been 
performed this week ; that is a choice 
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dish and catches the taste of the au- 
dience, besides which it is well done, 
well sung, and enacted with proper 
spirit and bombast, whilst the bur- 
lesque of Acis and Galatea is devoid 
of any merit whatsoever. It was 
vulgar without humour, and badly 
put upon the stage. Old favorites 
of the public, in the persons of 
Tom, Jerry, and Logic, have been 
introduced after a separation of many 
years, and their freaks and follies 
have raised a laugh, but not that up- 
roarious laugh that marked their ca- 
reer in former times. Revivals of 
such entertainments are seldom suc- 
cessful; play-goers are apt to make 
comparisons to former performers, 
and the scenes that used to be amus- 
ing fall tame and pointless to mo- 
dern generations. Nevertheless the 
extravaganza is very well played 
and exceedingly well got up. W. 
Lyon does not quite come up to the 
mark of Tom; he has neither face 
nor figure for the elegant Corinthian. 
Paul Bedford is everything that can 
be wished as Jerry; he looks the 
very picture of the good-natured 
‘“‘ yokel.” Wieland and Sanders 
dance the well-known Dusty Bob 
and Black Sal scene with great eclat. 
Their exertions are crowned with 
well deserved applause. 


SURREY. 
What is there in this vast metropolis 





Jones to produce Lord Byron’s Wer- 
ner? Is it to show the creditable ef- 
forts of Mr. H. Hughes in contrast 
with Hicks and the other supporters, 
or is it, in fact, a subtle burlesque of 
the tragedy? If the former, all but 
Hughes have been treated fairly ; if 
the latter, there has not been a pro- 
per understanding with Hughes; for 
while his Werner was characterized 
by much sober acting and appreci- 
able delivery, the other parts were 
converted into what we may desig- 
nateadmirable burlesque. The “ Ul- 





' ric” of Hicks!—Oh ye Gods! how 
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shall we describe it? “ Not at all,” 
exclaims our printer’s devil, “ it is 
not worth while, and we have but 
little room ;” and truly, we think our 
imp is in the right; we are not in the 
mood to be uncharitable, if even it 


were worth while; we therefore leave | 


those who have not seen this splendid 
impersonation of “ Ulric” to digest 
it as soon as they can/? ) 





VICTORIA. 


Miss Collett has been under an en- 
gagement here, she appeared last 
week as Sue in Moncrieff's Life in 
London, and this week as Blanche 
of Devon in the Lady of the Lake. 
We should have taken a peep at Tom 
and Jerry last week in order to no- 
tice the style of its revival; but as, 
to doso, we should have had to wait 
the conclusion of Mary White, and 
Susan Hopley; which latter has been 
plaved nauseum, (however cle- 
ver the performance of Miss Vincent 
and E. F. Saville therein;) we 
were compelled to forego the plea- 
sure of a renewed acquaintance with 
the “ sprees” of London. 





SADLER’S WELLS. 


Mr. Greenwood, joint proprietor 
with Mr. Honner, took his Penefit 
on Thursday evening. The audi- 
ence was most respectable upon the 
occasion, being crowded with well 
dressed ladies, which shows how 
much this gentleman is respected by 
his friends. The Comedy of She 
Stoops to Conquer was played in a 
very efficient manner, and the whole 
of the performance went off admira- 
bly. We observe Mr. R. Honner 
takes his benefit on Thursday next, 
being the last night of the season, 





GARRICK. 


Mr. Freer is playing a round of his 
most favourite characters at this 
very snug place of amusement. The 
pieces have been got up with great 
cleverness, and we are glad to see 


| 








that the houses are uniformly crowd- 
ed. We are happy also to find that 
the public respond to our estimate of 
the high merits of Mr. H. R. Power, 
not only as a comic actor but as a 
most useful member of the company; 
his Caius Marcius Coriolanus, Fubbs 
in True Blue, and Justin in the Gip- 
sey - were irresistibly humour- 
ous, and sent the audience off to 
their homes with aching sides. Miss 
Pettifer, formerly of the Strand and 
Victoria theatres, nightly elicits the 
plaudits of the house by the arch- 
ness and vivacity of her manners. 





ALBERT SALOON. 


An entirely new melo-drama was 
produced here on Thursday with 
new scenery, dresses, and decora- 
tions, called the Burning of Mos- 
cow. The horses are seen to great 
advantage, and the whole of the 
spectacle went off with vehement ap- 
plause, the entire portion of the com- 
pany and many auxiliaries are engag- 
ed in it—we shall speak of its merits 
in our next, We observe that talent- 
ed family the Cushnies take a bene- 
fit on the 17th, the Wandering Boys 
will be the first piece,—it is a very 
interesting one, and will give delight 
no doubt to, we hope, a full au- 
dience 





MADAME TUSSAUD’S. 


We would earnestly recommend all 
those who are desirous of viewing the 
exhibitions of London, not to omit 
going to the above rechreché mu- 
seum and take their country friends 
with them; for although they may 
have seen the exhibition twelve 
months back it would not bear the 
slightest comparison with its present 
state; the number of figures that 
have been added since that period is 
very considerable, and the alterations 
are of the most magnificent descrip- 
tion; the room is far more beautiful 
than any that royalty can boast of, 
whether at Windsor or Buckingham 
Palace, Here may be seen the prin- 





































































88 THEATRICAL JOURNAL, 


cipal heroes of our country, who have 
signalized themselves by land and 
sea ; our principal statesmen, and the 
crowned heads, and all those who 
are interesting to the politician. The 
diplomatists of every nation we are 
connected with, and almost every 
public character, either as an actor 
or otherwise, who may be considered 
worthy of notice; which cannot fail 
to be most interesting to those who 
wish to witness the exertions of a man 
of peculiar genius. The exhibition 
should be seen in the evening as it 
appears to greater advantage. 


Chit Chat. 


The Devonport Theatre is crowded 
every night to excess, Master Owen is the 
greatest favourite the town has patronised 
for years. ‘The Mayor bespoke the play 
of Hamlet, and young Owen played the 
noble Dane, it was evident, much better 
than Charles Kean ; who, a short time be- 
fore, played the same character to a very 
indifferent house. 

The remains of the once celebrated Von 
Weber are to be removed shortly from the 
Catholic chapel, Moorfields, to his native 
country ; asubscription has been raised to 
defray the necessary expences, 

Miss Adelaide Kemble is studying the 
part of Susannah in the opera of the Mar- 
riage of Figaro. 

Mr. Jones the comedian, late of Covent 
Garden, met with an accident last week ; 
his foot having caught in a hearth-rug, he 
fell down with great violence and cut his 
forehead. We are glad to find he is in 
a state of convalescence. 

«* ’ve not been dead at all,” said Moo- 
dy the comic singer. A report has been 
widely circulated that the above named 
gentleman died suddenly at Belfast; but 
we are happy to be enabled to contradict 
it, having received a letter from him within 
these four days. 

The Wisbeach Theatre, under the man- 
agement of Mrs, Robertson, is now open 
with a very bad stock company ;—Othello, 
Don Juan, Virginius, Robert Macaire, 
&c., played and produced in a miserable 
manner, is a specimen of the fare nightly 

resented to the good people; and as may 

expected, fails to draw anything but 

four and five pound houses. This cannot 
answer long. 





Mrs, Waylett is at the Devonport Thea- 
tre, enchanting the inhabitants with her 
pleasing ditties every evening. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Fulvius.—The letter came too late, it ought 
to have been directed to our Printer’s; we 
shall in all probability, avail ourselves of 
its contents next week. ‘The author of Gi- 
sippus died in the year 1840. 

Willy.—We do not know the person alluded 
to, and therefore conclude it is a mistake. 
C. W. J.—Mr. Abbott, we believe, is in the 
United States. He is a native of London, 
being born at Chelsea; he made his first 
appearance in London at the Haymarket 
in 1810, in the character of Frederick in 

Lovers’ Vows. 

A Playgoer.—If our friend can give any 
further information respecting the young 
lady, we shall be obliged, 

An Aspirer to Dramatic Fame —We have 
received the MS, and will give it our best 
attention. 

An Author—Is informed that the Birming- 
ham Theatre generally opens in May. 

T. Y.— Did Mr. Selby write The Rectal 
Penny ?—Yes; it was first played at the 
English Opera House. 

Susan, — We cannot be accountable for 
spelling the names of gentlemen amateurs, 

An old Stager—Is right; Mr. Keeley came 
out at Covent Garden in 1822, and played 
the very character he is now doing at Dru- 
7 Lane, that of Darby in The Poor Sol- 

ler, 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 





Royal Albert Saloon. 
SHEPHERDESS WALK, CITY ROAD. 


ICENSED pursuant to Act of Parlia- 
ment. H. BRADING, Proprietor. 
Notwithstanding the enthusiastic bursts of 
rapture bestowed on Timour the Tartar each 
evening, it can only be repeated two nights 
more. In rapid succession will be produced, 
El Hyder; or the chief of the Ghaut Moun- 
tains. The Burning of Moscow; or Napo- 
leon’s Retreat. The Post Boy of Cornwall, 
&e.&c. Each evening a varied concert, dan- 
cing, and gymnasium. Mr. Meredith’s horses 
in the first piece. Three pieces combined— 
viz. vocal, dramatic, and equestrian. Seve- 
ral new productions are in active preparation. 
Prices, &c. as usual—Director Mr. T, Jones. 





Published for the Proprietor, by Jos. Mc Ritchie‘ 
No, if Tavistock Street, Covent Garden, 
Printed by T. Richardson, 2, Took’s Court, 
Chancery Lane, London: sold by Samuel Gil- 
bert, 26, Paternoster Row, Pattie, 4, Bridges 
Street, Strand; Brittain, Paternoster Row; 
Mourtcastle, 10, Bedford Court, Covent Gar- 
den; J. Allen, 19, Warwick Lane, Patergoster 

Row; adp 4y all Booksellers, 
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